JULES   VERNE

IN the year 1928, we shall be celebrating the centenary
of the birth of Jules Verne, so that four generations of
girls and boys have been thrilled by the adventures
narrated by this magician.
To-day, fathers, grandfathers and great-grandfathers
look back to the happy years when they were devouring
Jules Verne's bewitching tales, and it happens in this
way, that whenever they see the name of Jules Verne,
their minds return to past years, to the time when they
were young, and when they read through these wonder-
books with feverish haste, and then began to read them
again. Yes, those were happy times ; and the old folks
wish that the winter nights, when they sat opposite a
blazing fire, reading Jules Verne, could return once
more.
In those times, in spite of our admiration of Jules
Verne, and of our devotion to his books, some of us
used to laugh at a mistake into which he fell, when he
told us that a number of his Scottish heroes were
quaffing foaming tankards of whisky; but this was a
slip that was natural to Jules Verne, for he was not
familiar with Scotland, nor with whisky, having been
born in the French town of Nantes, far away from the
Highlands.
When Jules Verne was a boy, Nantes was even more
interesting than it is now, for many of its old buildings
and picturesque streets have been swept away ; but it
is likely that the great estuary of the River Loire, with
its shipping, had more interest for Jules Venie than the
ancient buildings ; and the sea itself is only thirty-five
miles away from Nantes, so that here were many things
to fascinate a romantic boy like the future author of
Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea*